Thernfi lamentable Tragedy 

Ser. Up. 

-Kom. Whither? to fnpper? 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Whole home? 

Ser, My Matters. 

Rom. Indeed I Ihouldhave askt yon that before. 

Str. Now He tell you without asking : My Matter is the 
great rich Capulet, & if you be not of the houfe of Mount a guts, 
I pray come and crufh a cup of wine. Reft you merry. 

Ben . At this fame ancient feaft of (fapulets. 

Sups the fair tRof aline whomthon fo loveft. 

With all the admired beauties of V trona * 

Goe thither, and with unattainted eye 
Compare her face with fome that I fnall fhew. 

And I will make thee thinke thy fvvan a crow. 

Rom . When the devout Religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fach falfhood , then turne teares to fire. 

And thefe who often drown’d could never dye, 

Tranfparent Hereticks be burnt for liars. 

One fairer than my love ! th* all- feeing Sun 
Ne’re faw her match , fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tut, you faw herfaire none elfe being by, 

Her (elfe pois’d with her felfe in either eye : 

But in that Chryftall feales let there be waigh’d. 

Your Ladies love againft fome other maide 
That I will fhew you fhining at this feaft. 

And (he flhall fcant fhew well that now fhewes beft. 

T^.Ile goe along no fuch fight to be (howne. 

But to rejoice in fplendor of mine owne. 

£*tf*rCapulets Wife and Nurfe* 

Wife . Nurfe, where’s my daughter ? call her forth to mee. 

Nurfe. Now by my maiden-head at twelve yeeres old I had 
her : come what Lamb , what Lady-bird>G od for bid : 

Where s thi s Girle ? what Juliet. Enter Juliet. 

Juli. How now ? who calls ? 

Nurfe. Tour Mother. 

Ittli , Madam I am here* what is your will? 

Wife . 


of Romeo Wjulier* 

wife. "This is the matter. Nurfe give leave a while , vve muft: 
talke in fecret. Nurfe come backe againe, I have remembred me, 
thouTe heare our counfell.Thou knowUmy daughter s ofapret-. 
ty age. 

Nurfe. Faith lean tell her age unto an houre. 

Wife . Shee’s not foureteene* 

Nurfe. ’ lie lay fourteene of my teeth , and yet to my teene be it 
fpoken , I have but f owe, Jhees notfouretcenc . 

How long vs it now to Lammas tide ? 

wife . A fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurfe. Even or odd y ofall dates in theyeer come Lammas Eve 
at night [had (he be fourteen. Sulan and (he, God refi all Chriftian 
foules 3 were of an age . Well, Sufan is with God, fhe was too good for 
me. But , as I [aid, on Lammas Eve at night (hall [he be fourteen 
then j, hall fhee marry , I remember it well. ’ Tis fince the Earth- 
quake now eleven yeeres ; and fhe was wean d, l never [hall for get 
it, of all the dayes in theyeere upon that day : for I had then laid 
wormewoodto my dug , fitting in the fun under the Dove-houfe 
wall : my Lord and you were then at Mantua , nay I doe be are a 
brainc.ButyOS I faidyvhen it did tafie the wormewoodonthe nip- 
ple of my dug , and felt it bitter, pretty foole to fee it teachie , and 
fall out with the dug : Shake quoth the dove -houfe, 'twos no need 
I trow to hid me trudge : and fince that time it is clevenyeeres , 
for then (he could fiand alone, nay by th * rood fhee could have run 
and wadledall about : for even the day before fhe broke her brow , 
and then my husband , God be with his fouled a was a merry man, 
tookjip the child, yea, quoth he,doeft thou fall upon thyfacehhou 
wilt fall backward when thou hafi more wit , wilt thou not j ule ? 
and by mf holidam the pretty wretch left crying and [aid, I : to 
fee now how a jefi [hall come about. I warrant and Ifhalllive a 
thoufand yeeres. / never jhould forget it : wilt thou notjule, quoth 
he ? and pretty foo/e itfiintedandjaid, I. 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Yes Madam, yet I cannot chufe but laugh jo thinke it 
Jhould leave crying and fay, I,& yet 1 warrant it hadon it brow a 
bump as big as ayoung cockrelsfione,aperillous knock & it cried 
bitterly :yea ; quoth myhufbandfalfi upon thy face, thou wilt fall 
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